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g H E following Verfes were written on the Death of Sir Cloudefly 
9 Shovel, Rear-Admiral of England, and Commander in Chief of 


- the Confederate Fleet, who was caft away in Her Majefty’s 
. Ship, the Affociation, on the Rocks call’d, The Bifhop and Clarks ; 
l. Himfelf, his Lady’s two Sons by her former Husband Sir Yobn Narborough, » 
and a great Number of Gentlemen, together with all the Ship’s Crew, 
were drown’d, A Lofs the more furprizing, becaufe it has been never, 
or very rarely met within any Hiftory, that an Admiral of a mighty Fleet 


y was caft away fo near his own Coafts. ‘There is no true Englifhman that is 
, not heartily forry for the Fate of this famous Captain. His Valour, his 
, Loyalty, his Humility, Generofity, Love of his Country, and his con- 


fummate Experience in Maritime Affairs, gave him a Superiority of Merit, 
equal to that of Power. However, we are far from thinking our Naval 
Armies fo barren of excellent Commanders, that Her Majefty’s Royal 
Wifdom will not, ina great meafure, repair this Lofs tothe Nation, in 
the Choice of his Succeflor, whofe Life we wifh may be as glorious, and 


his Death lefs deplorable, than that of the great Subje& of this Poem. . 
6 ' & n 









Onthe Death of Sir Cloudefly Shovel, Rear - 
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The Mules Mercury, 





Admiral ‘of England, &c. 
ec» By LH, Efq; ‘ 


Eafe, Britains, your Laments; you weep in vain, 
And add a double Triumph tothe Main. 

For half an Age old Ocean [par’d his Son, 
To ferve Britannia, and but takes his own: 
He long defended her from foreign Foes, 
And gave her Glory when fhe ask’d Repofe. 
In all Things to her Intereft he was true, . 
And ftill.at Sea or Land had that inView, - 
Faithful and firm, and none dide’er fufpect 
That Shovel would betray it, or negleét. 
Fattion could never wrong his mighty Name, 
In Arms, in Council, he was flill the fame, 
War was alike his Duty and Delight ; 
| Nor everdid his Phlegm avoid the Fight ; 
Nor.ever when the Foe was near him, lofe 


A fair Advantage for a feign’d Excufe. 


No Gaul, while Shovel ral’d the Main was feen, 
But Anne of ak the {patious Deep was Queen: 
While he Her Royal Confort?s Thunder bore, 
"Twas heard and fear’d on every hoftile Shoar; 
Touloufe had feen and felt his Iron Show’rs, 
And fled behind his Rocks and ftonyTow’rs : 
Yer trembling there, the Britiih Chief he view'd, 
He funk his fhatter’d Navy in the Flood, ¢ 
Nor thought them thus fecur’d when thus pur[a'd. 
What Arms, what Arts, what Courage could perform, 
Our Hero did; but who can quell the Storm? \ ry, 
The | 








for the Month'of Dedabet, 1707: 

The Waves with Gaul the tyrant, Winds combind, 
Andev'ry evil Power againft himjointd.y 

Ket owhe pre[sdy and Heavin tnvok'd, and. Anne, 
And. did as muth ascould.be done by. Man: . 
For that, with allhis Worth, he was no more, 
Lhe Guilty Waves confefs, and gruel Soap, 


Had: Heav'n refole’defrfaon to free Mankind, 
And own the War with Anne fowell defizn’d.s 

What Name could in our Britifh Annals thine, 

What Glory gild the Deathle[s Pagelike Thine ? 

Yet thou haft {oewnhow greatly thou coula'ft dare, 

And France el trembles at-her late Defpair ; 

Thor fill {bes vain, and of her Armas proud, 

As if her Safety toher felf fheowds. + 

As if the Storm had not the Townreliew'd, 

And {oe was pardon d, who is but reprie d. 

Our Shovel gone, fhe {wells with impious Foy, 

And crys, no Thunder can like hisidefroy : 

This Homage tothy high Defert fhe pays, 

And fings thy-Obfequies with hated Praife 

While we, Immortal Shade, with grateful Verfe, 

Aitend, and Crown with Lawrel. Wreaths. thy Her/e. 


- Oh could we round the gtorious Circle run, 
And tell the Congquefts thou for Fame haft won; 
The fame Eternal Spirit muft tnjpire 
The willing Mufe, the fame-refifile/s Fore, 
How. could we elfe the {bining Tratt purfae, 
The Glories we with pleafing Terrors view? - 
| How could we elfe the vanquifb’d Ocean fweep, 
And war with Winds, and with the raging Deep? 
Could we amidft the furious Battle prefs, 
And paint that Flame which gave our Fleets Succefs, 
Thy Force, thy Conduct by Experience fure, 
Which France could neither - e nor endure ; 
‘ et? -* 
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The Mufes Mercury, 
Thy Zeal in Liberty, and Britain’s C aa, 
In Anne's oefpegen, asin great Naflau’s:; 
The Mufe would fhare the Hero's endle/s Praife, 
Live in his Fame, and wear. the Victor's Bays. 


But where foould we begin.the daring Race, 
Amaz’d we view the long and radiant Space; 
The barbarous Moors his infant Arms employ d, 
And early thofe Deftroyers he deftroy’d. 
For God and Man he warr'd, and. Heaven.confe[s'd 
Fits martial Youth, as he his Manhood bleft. 
With Foes more barb’rous fince, more falfe he fought, 
More Dangers tempted, and more Wonders wrought. 
The bloody Gauls he oft has made to bleed, 
And Slaves from worfe than Moorifh Bondage freed +. 
His Name to them as dreadfuk on the Main, 
As Blake’s. to Holland once, or Drake’s to Spain; 
Their great Succeflor He, with tike Succes, 
Afferted Britain's Empire o’re the Seas , 
Like them He kept her diftant Foes in awe, 
And to the Eaft, -and tothe Welt gave Law. 
His Fame was only by the Poles confiw'd, 
And flew to. every Qearier with the Wind; 
As now, alafs! his haplefs Fate ts blown, 
By every Nation mourn’d, but moft his own, 


For who like: hine will with Paternal Care, 
Conduit our Naval Hofts, and guide the wat’ry War 8: 
Whom. will they chearfully like him obey, 

And follow as when Shovel led the Way? ~ 

With him they willing went, and unconftraiwd, 

The Fight demanded, and the Conqueft gain’a ; 

For Victory difowns Tyrannick Sway, 

And none will conquer who by Force obey. 

Danger, by his Example, they defyd, 

And liv’d rewarded, or lamented dy’, a 
$ 
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Thus humbly great their favage Souls he tam’d, 
Cool'd when he pleas'd, and when he pleas’dinflam'd: 
While others proudly fullen, rultd by Fear, 

Fair to their Foes, and.ta their Friends fevere. 


We never can enough his Lofs bemoan, . 

Nor blame the darken’d Skie, and abfent Suns 

If Prayrs, ifWifbes, could have chang’d his Doom, —~ 
e ne'er haa venturdthro the ftarle[s Gloom, 

We now had weleom’d him with joyous Lays, 

And crown’ d his living Brows with living Bays. 





— 
aa — —— sao athtemienaaiae 
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>\9-HO we do not know the Author of this Poem, we are very well fa- 
tisfy’d, “twould bea greaf Advantage-to’ it if we did, and were at 
Liberty to tell the World, : os 


A Wit and a Beau making Love. 


Was fummon’d to adorn, 
ought by the Beauties of his Face, 
In Sylvia’s Love tofind.a Place, 
And wondred at her Scorn, - 
With Bows and Smiles he did his Part, 
But oh’twas all in vain, 
A Youth (lefs fine} a Youth of Art, 
Had. talk’d himfelf into her Heart, — 
And woud not out again. 
Strephon with Change of Habits dre/sd, 
Still urg’d her to admire 
His Love alone, the other preft, 
As Verfe or Profe became him beft, 
And warned her to defire. 


SW. whofe Perfon every Grace 
Ti 




































224 ~~ “Khe Mufes:Mercury, 
This found, his € nt 4 Strephon ends, - 
“Or makes tt to his-Glafs, aoo%) 
There in himfelf now feeks amends, ) 
‘Convined that wher a Wit- pretends, rs f 
A Beau is but an Afss 
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O explain the following Poem, ’tis.neceflary the Reader fhould know, 

that this Charles IV. Duke of Lorrain, was Father of Charles the Vth, 

the late famous Duke, that he was a Prince of a ftrange Mixture of good 

and bad Qualities; that he fometimes fided with Spain, fometimes with 

France, and dy’d-at-laft-in-Germany. - He-was brave, incenftant; gallant, 
humorous, and almoft always poor, and unfortunate. 


The laftW ill and Teftament Charles IV. 
Duke of Lorrain. 


‘Done from ‘the French. : 
By Mr. Ozer. 


Ound in Mind, of Fudgment clear, 
The Fatal Minute drawing near, 
I thus before Igo 
All that I leave behind beftow. 
Imprimis, to the Emperor I give 
My Hand— and wilh he long may live; 

I leave my Widow warm Defires, 

Wanton Wifbes, am’rous Fires, , 
Which to fupply with young and vigorous Love, 
Oh let her to fome Nuunery remove, ' 

There Poverty {hall be her Dower, 

And a brisk joly Prieft her Pararmour. ™ 


Trem, 










Nt, 


_ ll [could boaft in Lorrain tobeftow. ry F 
SINS Keive myServants (hoping their Conditions > So \oovy QO 
\\ « Willgauch be bettered. by. my Lofs) —Difmilfions: > 


The Charges of my Funeral defray. 


*“For bis Debts 


@ 


Was brave as Pompey iz the Wh 


for the Month of “Detober, 1 707- st 
Item, I. bequeath 

My Titles to gay Nephew after-Delth,, 

And thofe were long ago 



























I will my Creditors fhould be’ 
Sole Executors to me ; 
And confent exprefly they 


Let me be imbala’d with Powder ; 

Let News-Writers, than Canons louder, 
From Pole to Pole this difmal Story roar, 
Charles, mighty Duke of Lorrain is no more. 

Under a Tent Pil lie a Day, | 
There let the gazing Mob my Trunk furvey,' 

When on a Drum’s tonitruous Head 


The following Epitaph you'll read. 


RrpitTa PH. 


Eader, 4 notify Son of War, 
A Landlefs Duke lies breathlefs here ; 
He never could be conftant made, 
Faithlefs both ix Field and Bed ; 
By turns he gave each Crown his Sword, 
Never kept Money, or his Words 
He ne'er paid Debt to any Creature, 
Except his one to Madam Nature, 
He every thing would undertake, 
Tho every thing he laid at Stake ; 
Grew greyin Arms, did all thing's dare, 
e War ; 

Yet * Jultice once dug up thefe Stones, 
But Charity re-plac'd his Bones. 






The Mufes Mercury, 


A ‘PASTORAL 



















Occafion’d by the Marriage of * a Lady of great 
Quality and Fortune, with + a Colonel'in the 


Army. 
7 ‘By Sir T. C. 


I. 
Shepherde/s of wondrous Fame, 


In Theflaly did dwell, 
And Amaryllis was her Name, 
To Grecians known right well. 





Se 
She was for Beauty of her Face 

The Glory of the Plains, 
Nor lefs was fhe, for winning Grace, 


Defir'd by all the Swains. 


3° 
They to her oft, in full refort, 
_ With great Devotion went, 
Her Manfion did fome Princely Court, 
Or famous Shrine prefent. | 


4. 
Amyntas for his lofty Mind 

dnd ph et Flocks renown d, 
Prefum'd affuredly to find 

His firft Oblation crown’ d. §. lounge 


cite ata Ie 


* The Dutchefs of Richmond, fantous for her Beauty in the Reiga of King Charies II. 
+ Colonel Thomas Howard. : 








.. 

Toung Corydon had ever been, * 

— Commended for his Wit, 

And furely now, fuch Prize to wia, 
No Part he would omit, 


6, ) 
But Thyrlis did them all exceed 
In tuning of the Flute, 
And well, tt feems, he hop'd to peed, 


With his harmonious Suit. 


7 
Deaf to their Importunity, 
She fcarce deign'd to reply, 
The Fates ave not fo deaf as {be, 
Nor Daphne half fo fby. 


8. 


At length a Macedonian came, 
All glitt’ring in his Steel, 
The Force of his Heroick Flame, - 

She foon began to feel, 


9. 
So lively Feature in his Face, 
So noble his Addrefs, 
That {carce Endymion equal Grace, 
To Cynthia did expre/s. 


10. 


Full big he talk’d of Perfian Wars, 
Of Spotls and Trophies got 

Of blooay Wounds, and glorious Scars, 
And of I know not what. 

G¢ 
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11. With 

























The Mufes Mercury, 


If. 


With fuch n gien fhe did hear, 


With fuch Delight attend, 
As if her Soul was inher Ear, | 
Shewifh’d he near woud end. 


I2 


Her flighted Flocks are now to feek, 
Her Lambs are all unfed. 
The Rofe no more adorns her Cheek, 


But Lillies in its flead, 


13. 
Not much, or long, he need to woo, 
No fooner feen than won, 
What Wealth and Wit cou’d never do, 
By Valour foonwas done. ) 


14. 
Learn Lovers hence not to affasl 
With foft and feeble Charms. 
For if indeed you will prevail, 
Tou muft appear in Arms. 


'é. 
Adonis well might Smiles obtain 
From the bright Goddefs’s Eyes, 
But he who Venus’s Heart will gain, 


Mauft come in Mars’s Gaitfe. 






} 
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Gallus femper Gallus. 
By the fame. 


Old Glacidas employ’d as Scout to view 
. At Agencourt the mighty Gallick Crem, 
Ana marking well the Namber of their Hojt, 
Quickly returw’d with this aufpicious Boaft, 
There ave, {aid he, Exow for us to flay, 
Enow to take, Enow torun away. 








To his Grace the Duke of Marlborough, on 


the foregoing Vertes. 
By William Colepeper, Efq; 


gk: brave Achilles of our Warlike Ife, 
Who want ft Not---- in Place to be thy Foyl, 
Strike on, and in thy ev'ry glorious Deed 
The Fame of every glorious Age exceed, 
Wake all our Kgngs with Ramillies to come, 
And found new Blenheims at great William’s Tomb. 





Under a Picture of the Duke of Marlborough, 
By Mr. Uvedale. 


Ome 2x her early Grandeur nerve could find, 
Valour and Conduct in one Hero join'd, 
But happier Britain xow with ravifird Eyes, 
Sees both thefe Talents in her Marlbro’ rife, 
Bright Wreaths of Lawrel for his Brows prepare, 
The Fabius and Marcellus of the War. 
Ge We 
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W 


The Mufes Mercury, 


E would not have the Ladies think this Poem was written by a Per- 

fon who has not a Refpect for the Sex, for weare fatisfy’d, that 

ie his Inclination, and his Profeffion, he muft havea particular Efteem 
r them. | 


On Olinda’s F orbidding Breath. — 


By Mr. K---- F---nsy. 


Linda, /uch a Face as thine, 
Wow d melt a harder Heart than mine. 

But tho I woud, ftrong fcented Fair, ( 
I muft not, dare not venture near, C 
Or come within your Atmolphere, 
Believe’t, Olinda, for ’tis true, 
Tou [mell as rank as any Jew. 
Thus painted Tombs feem gaudy things, 
With Motto, Time, and Angels Wings ; 
But Worms, or fomething worfe within, 


Enrich the falfly glitt’ring Shrine. 


Olinda, you are much to blame, 
By Venus ’tis a burning Shame. 
Diftract not wretched Lovers thus, 
Get better Lungs, or Face that’s worfe. 
Thou doft the Magnet nightly at, 

Can ft both drive from thee, and attrad. 
When thoje foft cherry Lips I fee, 

I think how happy I {bou'd be 

To kifs er, and their Sweets to prove, 

I fly upon the Wings of Love ; 

But ah my Paffion foon you tame, 
Tour Breath extinguifbes the Flame. 
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An Epiltle to DT’. S---gemt, Efq; 
On Satyr, and the Publick Taft. 


By 7.0. 
M’ Friend, thy Council is.as wife as fafe, 


Pi vather burft, thamat a Blockhead laugh ; 
Satyr’s a Sin, and Horace was a Sot, 
Perfius too rough, and Juvenal too hor, 
. Petronius was a Coxcomb, and you know 
What Boileau was of late, and Garthis now 
All bad alike, their wicked Wits create 
Divifion and Difturbance in the State, 
And raife a Faction of the Good and Wife, 
To jeft on Folly, and to laugh at Vice. 
Since Kyaves and Fools are more than Ten to One, 
"Tis polttick to let ’em both alone, 
Meer Madne/s by a merry Rhime or Foke, 
A Foe of any Fortune to provoke; - | 
For Small or Great may-have it in their Power 
To help or hurt you in an evil Hour, - | 
The Man wh@?s troubled with an Itch to write, 
Should learn to tickle ye, and not to bite. 


I hear ye, and will tune my Votce to Praife, 
Ev’ Beevius {ball hereafter have the Bays 
And every Fav’ rite of the partial Pit ? 
With Ethridge iz the Poets Row {hall fit, 

And judge of Wits, aad be himfelf a Wit. 5 


When a dull Opera, or filthy Farce, 
Or drow{y Tragedy in jingling Verfe, 
[I hear, and Scenick Queens in Tinfel [bine, 2 
And rant, and Bullies roar in every Line, 
PU mingle with the Herd, and cry, °tis fine. , 


















232 The Mufes Mercury, . 
Oh very fine, and worth the Poet’s Pains, | 
Nor does hei veguited beat his Brains, — é 
The Houfe are beggar'd, but the Author Lains. 
Well, jince the Town with general Confent, 
With Show areravifb’d, and with Sound content, 
Let "em be pleas’d as cheaply as they can, 
What's that to me, or any private Man? 
Befides, ’tis all againft our felves, for who 
Wouw'd fweat for Senfe, that can without it do ? 
No Trader, in his Wits, would be farafb, 
To blame his Chapmen when they take his Trafb. 
Let every filly Song, or foreign Note, 
And every Eunuch’s mercenary Throat, 
Take on, and twice a Week the Houfe be cramm'd, 
Let Witcherly be bife'd, and Otway damnd ; 
The betier fick, for fince our Wit is low, 
It makes for us ta have the Market jo. 


alpen 
=a » nee oe | 





were 


The Disbanded Officer’s Complaint. 
By Mr. T. Green of Canabridge. 


I. 
"Ma Rogue, tf I know how my Living to get, 
_ Or keep my poor Body in Cafe, 

Pm afraid, after all, I muft e’en turn a Wit, 
And write my felf tuto a Place, 


2. 

But yet by my very good Friends I am told 
Few Wits have the Fortune to thrive, 
That Patrons of late too keep in their dear Gold, 

And the Fafbion’s to take, and not give. 


3. Whats 





What?s then to be done, 
By claiming a 


Turn Quack, tho 


Shall I cant 


for the Month of Didier,” 1507. 






[ball I gather the Pence, 
reat deal of Keonltdeh 

Jearce Bave one Soruple of Senje, 
And fafter apr than the ernee | ° 


| fall I pray, foal I turn Pulpit-pady 

And bellow m Ly NonJenfe aloud, 

With Buregefs ery out, how the Times ar 
To frighten the ignorant Crowd ? 


> YOWN bad, 


Shall I’ngage the Law, make a Noife at the Bar, 


To get agood Daub ? wy Fift, 


No faith, not while H— has fo much todo there, 


Who ne'er hit, and fo often has ma 


No, Pve no other pe but to fi 
In C ountry, in City, ana 
Since Ican’t deal with Men, Pihle'en th ade with the Fuir 


By in Lovers War, 


There’s enough that are fond of the Sport. 


Thus Levry Day [ball wear Linnen thats clean, 
Keep my Nag, nay and ride in a Coach, 
Shall Ez Fare of the beft, when I fup or I "dine, 


And live above Want or Reproach. 

























The Mufes Mercury, 
A Saying of Socrates. 


Out of Fontaine. 




















By Mr. Allen, 


Ocrates, tho little skilPd 
In the Busnels, yet wou'd build. 
Cenfures foom were paft upon’t, 
Some the Platz, and fome the Front, 
Some the Infide, fome the Out; — 
Some diflik'd it all about : 
Here are Rooms indeed, they cry’d ; 
Here’s.a Houfe, the Sage reply'd, 
‘Wou'd I, be~it good or ill, 
Half on’t with true Friends, cou’d fill; 
None had e’er.a Hut fo fmall, 
But he had Room for more than all ; 
Each Man, fays he, is your Friend, 
May you on his Word depend ? 
Never truft him, °tis a Jeit, 
7 So you'll find it at the Teft ; 
Often we may hear the Sound, 
But the Thing was never found. 
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In Imitation of Martial, Epigram B 2. 
_ Book 2. | 
Vis fieri liber ? &e, 
By Mr, R. C. 
Ould you be free? ris what you mbphdefire, 


: Tis what we covet all, but few acquires, 
If thou, my Friend, can’ft at thy homely Boata 
With Pleafurefeed on what the Gods afford, 4 
And rarely to thy Neighbour’s Table roam, 
Nor wifb for every Thing but what's at home, 
Where mod'rate Fare, and {uch as Nature gives, 
No glutt’nous Feaft, thy Appetite relieves, 
If thou all gaudy Pomp with Scorn caw ft fee, 
And with an home-[pun Drefs contented be, 
Can ft laugh at Wealth, as an uncertain Biifs, 
That oft’ner is a Plague than Happine/s. 
If a plain Mifrrefs can delight thy Mind, 
Ealy, not proud, and with Difcretion, kind, 
If thou, defpifing lofty Palaces, — 
Thy felf can’ ft with an humble Manfion pleafe; 
And, free from Envy, tn arural Seat, 
Within thy felf be truly rich and great, 
If oer thy Mind thou fuch a Power can’t have, 
The Parthian K¢gng compara to thee’s a Slave. 


4 _ | aS =. >. Sh. ~~ 





P . ‘ 


WHE following Paper of Verfes was written by Mrs. Bebn, to a Poet, 
7 who being damn’d, declar’d he wou’d write no more: However, out 
of Affection to his Brother Poets, he left Rules for them to write ; which 
fhe feems to judge kinder of than they deferve; fince both the Rules and 

, the Critick are already entirely oar The Reader will perceive, Et 
1h Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bebn had no Notion of a Pindarick Poem, any farther than it confi- 

{ted of irregular Numbers, ‘and fav’d the Writer the Trouble of even 

besce i which indeed is all our common Pindarick Poets kiiow of the 
atter. 


To the Author of anew Eutopia. 




















A PINDARICK. 
By Mrs. Bebz. 


y I. 
Eyond the Merit of the Age, 
You have adorw’d the Stage, 


And from rude Farce to Comick Order brought, 
Each Action, and each Thought. 
To fo fublime a Method, as yet none, 
But mighty Ben alone, 

With you compare, and that at Diftance too, 
Were he alive, he woud refign to you 
His Art, you have out-done ew’n what he writ, 
In this laft great Example of your Wit, 

‘+ A Name Jour * Solymere does his Morofe ars 

given one of Awd your black Page undoes his Barber’s Boy. 

te acters His Ladies muft retire, 

y this Poet. 5; Ne ; 
While we your braver Heroines admire. 

The zew Eutopia rais’d by Thee, 
Shall ftand a Structure to be wonder'd at, 
And Men {ball cry, This, this, is He, 

Whothat Poetick City did create, 

Of which More only did the Model draw, 

You made the little World compleat, and gave it Law. 

2. 

If you too great a Profpect do allow, 

‘Lo thofe whom Ignorance has at Diftance fet, 

You muft not fay the Object is lefs great, : 

But they want Sight to apprehend it fo. The » 
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The ancient Poets in their Times, 
When thro the peaglea Streets they fang.their Rhimes 
Found {mall Applaue, they Jung, but ftill were poor, 
Repeated Wit enough at every Door, 
Tohave made ’em Demi-gods, but ’twox'd not do, 
Till Ages more refin'd their Merit knew, 
The Modern Poets have with like Succefs, 
Try-d both the Stage and. Prefs... © © 
' — Great Johnfon /carce 4 Play brought forth, 
But, Monfter like, it frighted at its Birth; 
Tet he coutinu’d flill to write, . 3 
And fill his Satyr did more fhaxply bite. 
He wrote, tho certain of his Doom ~— 
(Self-confciows of his Pow'r in Comedy) - 
To pleafe a wifer World to come. 
And tho he Weapouswore, tojuftify 
The Reafows of bis Pea, he could uot bring 
Dull Souls to Seafe by Satyr, nor by Cadgelling. 


JoveinsheErrecaftle'Fime 
Tou ftrive.by a ba Precepts to confute, 
Not all your Might in Profe or Rhime, 

Can finille the Difpute. - : 
Some ever well condemn, and [ome admire, 
Thy Thoughts thou mayft ewploy, 

Ana thy Poetick Fire, 

A nobler Way, 

Than feeking Vengeauce ou the Multitude, 
Whole Igwrance only makes em rade ; 
Should you that Fuflice do, 
Tou muft for ever bid Adieu, 

To Poetry Divine, 
And take your Leave of all the Nine, 
Then all your Glories unadmir'd will lie, 
As Veftal Beauties are intombl’d before they die. 


Hh 2 A, Cone 
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The Mules Mercury, 
» 


| 4. 
Confider, and confult your Wit, © 
And raife your Scorn asgreat as it; 
Be confident, and then fecure, 
Defpife thofe Ills you muft endure ; 
And let your rich fraught Pen 
Adventure out agen, 
Spite of the Storms that late oppos’d its Courfe ; 
Storms which deftroy without Remorfe, 
At may new Worlds defcry; 
Which peopled from thy Brain may know 
More than the Univerfe befides can fhew, 
More Arts of Love, and no lefs Gallantry. 
Be bold, and let not after-Ages fay, 
A Catcalor a Hifs cauld lay 
Thy mighty Spirit of Poetry. | 
Which but the Foolifh and the Guilty fly, 
Who dare not in thy Mirror fee 
Their own Deformity ; 


Where thou in two the World do ft Character, 


Since moft of Men * Sir Graves and Peacocks are. 


Shall that Heroick Mufe, that did ere while 
Chant forth the Glories of the Britifh I/le, 
Shall fhe who louder was than Fame, 

Now filent lie, and tame ; 

She that late made the Amazons fo great, 

And fhe that conquer’d Scythia too, 

A Work which Alexander ze’er could do ; 
Shall foe before her Enemies retreat, 
Silence pill like Submiffion fhew, 

And give Advantage to the Foe. 

Undaunted let her once again appear, 

And loudly fing in every Ear, 





* Other Names of this Poet’s Charaters. 
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Then like your Miftre/s Eyes which have the Skill, 
Both to oblige and kill, 
Paft Slights thou may ft revenge on all 
That durft affront thee, Great or Small; 
And on thy Friends {uch Obligations lay, 
As nothing but the Deed the Doer can repay. 





Of the New Plays and Opera’s that have been 
lately acted, or are preparing for the Theaters. 


a H E Comedy we made mention of in our laft Mercury, to be written 

by Mr. Cibber, has been a¢ted, and met with a Reception which was. 
as unexpected as unwelcome. The Author tells us, he did notymuch de- 
pend: on: its Succefs; but itfeems the Houfe built moreuponit.. Weare 
told in the Preface toit, that there will be fomething of his Own ready for. 
the Stage ina few Weeks ; this being borrow’d from Mr. Burnaby’s Reform’d 
Wife. No doubt the new Piece will have better Luck. : 

Since the laft Month, a good Part of the Town, we fpeak of thofe that 
frequent the Stage, have been diverted with an imaginary Government, 
that has been talk’d of therea longtime. The Gentleman who was to fup- 
ply Mr. Swinny’s Place, feem’d to be very fure that the latter muft refign to 
him, and was poffefs’d fo far witha Belief of it, that he affum’d the Title 
of Governour, and fpoke the following Prologue feveral times. 


Prologue fpoken at Fler Majefty’s Theater in 
the Hay-market, on Saturday, the 8th of 
November, dy 1. B. Ea; 

Written by Mr. Cibber. 


Aymlefs to others, thus I mount my Throne, 
And rule in Fairy Kéngdoms, not my own. 
Long have my trufty Friends defir'd the Day 
; Of this my grave Enthufiaitick Sway. 
Tho from this Honour long debar'd tn Feft, 
The World muft own Pm plainly now poftett. And 
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‘TO ‘The Mutes » Mercuryy? 9:): 1c} 

° Aad they: telindare.wy. Right io queftion. cally. 
Shall find P’i keep my Pref, aad bite. them all ; 

- For know, tho aeerfo.foeer their Wit appear, 
The Fhands that rass ad me tp, nilifix me here. 


But this Fancy, a few. Days‘aga, wasear’d, ‘by Mr, Swinny’s coming to an 
Eclairciffement with the-Geathmans \whovhasfinceno more pretended to 
this Government. 

The Theater in Drury-lane-has not-been much made ufe of this Seafon, 
There was a great Expectation of an Audience for the Opera of Camilla laft 
Saturday, an they were all. fore’d to return-as'they cate, the Singets, the 
Women, and Foreignersefpecially ,, refufing to ing, without being fecur’d 
fuch exotbitant Rates ev'ry Sight for the whole Se om, that ngtiftaree any 
one-could think they deferv’d foronceonly. ’Tis faid thefe Singers havea 
Paftoral, which-they iiitend to have perform’dfor their owh Ad vantage, €x- 
clufive of ail others, tho we are-very wellaffur’d,the Mufick of Dido,an‘Opera 
imtroduc’d by Mr. Leveridge, is the beft Mufick that ever was heard in Eng- 
land; and we may modeftly fay,that confiidering he has fo long and fo happily 
diverted thé Town hinfelf, and now defires only to be puton thefame Foot 
with Foreignersand Women,to have his Mufick performi’d asit islik’d, twill 
bea very hard Fate, if he-fhould‘not have impartial Ufage:; his Opera having 
been, to our Knowledge, -finifh’d almoft affoon as the Pajtoral was begun. 
We cannot pretend our felves to determine which ‘is beft; there are Per- 
fons of Judgment and Quality who are concern’din the Decifion of fuch 
Controverfies ; and ‘as’they are Men of equal! Worth ahd: Honaur, and 
Englifhmen all, ’tis not to be doubted, bur an Englifhmanjmay depend on 
having Juftice‘at leaft dorte hinvin hisown Country:, where the:Polite Arts, 
notwithftanding .the malicious.Reflections of fome Malecontents in Par- 
nafJus, have been mote encourag’d ‘thapyn any Saber Farka Emepe, 

Befides the, Dido and this Pafforal Opera, we are inform’d.Mr. Higham 
has ahother Opera -prepating, ‘dud others : "80, that ‘tlie Town! is nat likely 
to want the Entertainment of which¢hey:have been lately fo fond, But 
it.cannot be expected, that-above two of thefe will -be perform’d this 
Winter. : _ : 

We donot hear of any other new Comedy, nor any new Tragedies, but 
Mr. Dennis’s and Mr. Smith’s. . Mr. Row’s, calPd, the Royal-Convert, was 
acted the firft time on Tuefday Jaft, ‘the 25th of Noveniber.: Mrs. Barry, 
who is inimitable in al] her Actions, did the Poet full Juftice; and the Play 
was generally lik’d; the Audience receiving it with all the outward Signs 
of Applaufe, with which Poets and‘Players are fo well: pleas’d. 
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